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Memories of bec

By David C. Berliner l

Special o The W ngton Post .

x\E‘A }OLI\ — *It's a time for old
pals io, °c~ unc mmher and dredge up
some old stories, (o embellish them a
litile, and to say npow grand we were
in the old days. it's. not formal,
-though \ve are \\EaruW tu*\edos s
family.’. - -

n[xchapl Burke pau:ed Anelderly
inan with a powarful chest but un-
cooperative logs limped up to him, ex-
changed pleasantries, and moved off
mto the nearby crowd of partygoers.
“Quite a fellow, that one,” Burke said.
“But then, the 0.5.5. was filled W1th
his type.”

1

It was just thai fceling that wafted |

through the evening Wednesday at
the annual reunion dinner of this na-
tion’s cloak-and-doggef pioneers, the
men and women of World War Il’s Of-
fice of Strategic Services.

These were the Liours when 300 of
the people—many of whom .had once
concealed their ideniities—could once

- again share their iales of exploits

fighting the Axis with weapons of
espionage, sabotage and spy tactics.
Here and there, of course, familiar
faces popped out of the crowd at the
Hotel Pierre. 2lichael Durke, best
known to area sports fans as the for-
mer president of the New York Yan-
Lkees and as current president of Mad-
ison Square Gardar, was easily recog-
nizable. He had been 0.S.S,, secreted
‘into Italy in 1543 and into France a
year later to _work with the Resist-
ance. e e
William . (,olb former director of
the Central Intelhgence Agency—a di-

. rect descendant of the 0.5.S.—~—was

sought out with regularity by former
colleagues and by those who had fol-
lowed his trials ana ulbulanons as di-
rector of the CIA.

He had been 0SS, parachuting
with a squad into \orway to wrea
h'woc on German supply trains.

James J. Angleton, tall and stooped,
was also there. He, too,

lar work in Italy in the early *40s.

!

“light, Lt. Gen. Wiiiliam J. ©\W iid Bxll
» Donovan: Murphy was not 0.5.3

had been
0.S.S., preceding his counterintellig- :

ence activities with the CIA with simi- ! Very proud.
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There were other familiar faces, in
cluding these of former Ambassado
to France Robert diurpny, the eve
ning's guest of honor and recipient o
an award for service “in the intevest
of the United States and the cause ¢

: {’D S, f
s |

S

freedom”- named in honor of th
0.8.8.'s late founder and guidin

And John Weitz, the deal"r‘él‘ wh
was, and Charles Collingwood, th
CBS correspondent, and Clave Booth
Luce, who weren't, and others wh
seemed familiar or not, depeadin
upon who you were and what circle
you moved in.

STAT

And Bill Juchniewicz was also prek
ent. He didn't sit on the dais with the
more famous peovple. instead tucking
his compact body bzhind his assigned
table far in t‘1° rear of tha Graud
Ballroom.

Thirty-seven years ago, Juchniewicz,
whose native Poland had beén over-
run by the Nazis. joined forces with
U.S. military authorities and within a
few short months was snppljinﬁ intel-
ligence data to the O.8.S. from scores
¢f locations throuzhout Eastern Eu-
rope.

“l rescarch

military and factory

‘moyement. and wherea the supbvlies are
sent,” he said with a thick accent. ¥[
go all the time iraveling, Sometimes

bus, sometimes walking, sometimes T
change nanie. One time, T dress like
woman with baby carriage filled with
grenades. Nazi achxe'.s thmh I have
baby, but they very wrong.” .
'Toddy, Juchmemu. 63, is
and lives in Dayrtona Beach, I't
his memories (following the wat’ he
worked as a translator for tite Na-
tional Catholtc ‘Velfare Board "and
then for IBM) and with his pension
and disability checks.
“You see this?” he asked.- pullmd
-aside the left part of his white dinner

" jacket and peinting to his chest where

a large vortion of his shirt could be
seen pulsating with frightening force.
“The Gestapo capture me in 1923, heat
me, torture me,
and break my ribs. My heart. it be-
comes enlarged and . 7 spend-veést of
wair in’ Stalaz 3-B near Leipzig and
then ih Buchenwaid coucentration
camps. But I was pxoud to be 055

.,.5‘ :-‘ i

otu E‘d

kick me witlh boois ;- *= friends. -
4 1

,'svm'od as 0.8.S. chie? of plaruing.

,xery e\centmnal" :

Th(nnmon omemamﬂ a"enc) where .
“he'vetived 23 executive vice 'ann(‘e.‘t

chunl\ oE the war.in Cairo.

agents,” he isaid.. “Some men, h’::e

- Gen. Donovan, were afraid of nothinz, :

- One day, uz‘lqh when I was with him ,
“in Southé

.\sxa .someone came m‘o
our office: znd ‘suggested the ,eneml
fl¥ito an jsland whers 30 or so O.S.S.
oneratives were workinZ. The thmg:
was, the .moanese held h'zlf of the is-
l:w R - !
“Sure, ved lme to\ 10, wouldn't
,"e-P‘d"’ .the-general said.: Ile was de- !
lisited'to Zo.. Frankly, I wasn't Guite |

; that tarilied., But” we macde it.” i

Even :more low key was Kennett ,

- Hinks.. 79, whose dry seuse of humor!

prevented those around him. Wednes- !
-day evening from, interpreting his re-'
luctance to reminisce ag an effort to :

:hold valua ble 1mormatxon from en--
_emy hands. -

One of the less reco°mmbles Hm'{s

ey post he earned after years of um

‘u.ht"d work during ‘the* 1920s as a.

represeutative. in Central’ Europe for;

.the same-J.: Walter Thompson: agency !

in 196“) . : ;,‘; -
“Those were exciti ng, \erv e.\cltm

(he retired from Lhe erm'a; a cli rec.tor.

-ctays,” ke allowed after proddm" from-

“But.. everyday of my:
life is exciting to me. Actually: I can't?
think of anything to rncount that was‘
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‘abage 62 five yeais a®e. spent a l:u'fe i
{

_ ¥We Iud v.eny busy ‘times’ there be-!
: cwae we were xeaj)onslble for a lot of:




